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Don’t Let
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of the Four,”™ “A Study Ila Scariet,” Fte.

BY I D. STEELE

(Contipued From Page 9.)

will eall you early tomerrow morning,
and you sud I will try If we can throw
pome ittle light upon the mystery.”

The dgy was Just breaking when I
woke  to' 8nd the long, thin form of
Holmes by-my bedside. He was fully
dressel and bad apparently already
been out.

“I bave done the lswn and the bi-
cycle shed ™ said he. “I have also had
a2 ramble through the Ragged Shaw,
Now, Watson, there is cocoa ready in
the mext room. I must beg you to
brrry, for we have a great day before
-.ﬂ

His eves shone, and his cheek was
fushed with the exhilaration of the
master workman who sees his work
He ready before him. A very different
Holmes this active, alert man from the
introspective and pallid dreamer of
Baker street. I felt as 1 looked upon
that supple figure, alive with nervous
energy, that it was indeed a strenuous
Qay that awaited us.

And yet it opened in the blackest dis-
appointment. With high hopes we
struck across the peatly, russet moor,
intersected with 2 thousind sheep
paths, until we came to the broad,
light green belt which marked the
morass between us and Holdernesse.
Qertainly if the Jad had gope home-
svard he must have passed this, and
be could not pass it without jeaving his
traces. But no sign of him or the
German could be seen. With a dark-
ening face my friend strode along the
margin, eagerly observant of every
suuddy stalu upon the mossy surface.
Bheep marks there were in profusion,
&nd at one place, some miles down,
cows bhad left their tracks. Nothing
$nore.

“Check pumber one,” said Holmes,
Yoking gloomily over the rolling ex-
panse of the moor.
morass down yonder, and a parrow
peck between. Hello!
What have we here?

We had come on a small black ribbon
of pathway. In the middle of it, clear-
iy marked on the sodden soil, was the
gtrack of a bicycle.

“Hurrah™ 1 cried. “We have it."

But Holmes was shaking his head,
and his face was puzzied and expectant
rather than joyous,

“A bicycle, certainly, but not the bi- |

crcle” said he. “I am familiar with
forty-two different impressions left by
tires. This, as you perceive, §s 2 Dun-
Jop, with a patch upou the outer cover.
Heldegger's tires were Palmers, leav-
ng jongitudinal stripes. Aveling, the

mathematical master, was sure upon
the point. Therefore it is not Heldeg:
ger's track.™

“The boy's, then?™

“Possibly, if we couild prove a bicy-
cle to have been in his possession. But
thizs we have utterly falled to do.
track, a8 you perceive, was made by a
rider who was going from the direction
of the school.”

“Or toward it™

“No, no, my dear Watson. The more
f@eeply sunk impression is. of course,

“There is another

Hello! “Hello! !

This !

thé Tind wheel, lipon Which the weight
rests. You perceive several places
where it has passed across and obliter-
ated the more shallow mark of the
front one. It was undoubtedly head-
ing away from the school. It may or
may not be connected with our In-
quiry, dDut we will féllow it backward
before we ‘go any farther"”

We did so, and at the end of a few

emerged from the boggy portion of the
moor. Fullowing the path backward,
we picked eout another spot where a
spring trickled across it. FHere, once
again, was the mark of the bicycle,
though nearly obliterated by the hoofs
of cows. After that there was no sign,
but the path ran right on Into Ragged
Shaw, the woodl which backed on to
the school. From this wood the cycle

on a bhowlder and rested his chin in his
hands. I had smoked two cigarettes
before he moved,

“Well, well” said he at last. “It is
of course possible that a cunning man
might change the tire of his bicycle in

thought is a man whom I should be

Jeave this question undecided and hark
back to our morass again, for we have
left & good deal nnexplored.”

We continned our systematic survey
of the edge of the sodden portion of the
moor, and SO0OR OUr perseyverance was
gloriously rewarded. Right across the
lower part of the bog lay & miry path.
Holmes gave a ¢ry of delight as he ap-
proached it. An Impression like a fine
bundie of telegraph wires ran down the
center of it. 1t was the Palmer tire.
| “Here 8 Herr Heldegger, sure

sound, Watson.”
| “T congratulate yon."

us follow the trail. I fear that it will
not lead very far"

We found, however, as we advanced
that this portion of the moor is inter-
sected with soft patches, and, though
we frequently lost sight of the track.

we always succeeded in picking it up |

: once more,

“Do you observe,” said Holmes, “that
the rider is now undoubtedly forcing
the pace? There can be no doubt of it.
Look at this Impression, where you get
both tires clear. The one is as deep as
the other. That can only mean that the
rider is throwing his weight on to the
handle bar, as a man does when he is
sprinting. By Jove, he has had a fall!™

There was a broad, irregular smudge
covering some yards of the track. Then
there were a few footmarks, and the
tire reappesred once more,

“A side slip.” I suggested.

Holmes beld up a erumpled braneck
of flowering gorse. To my horror 1
perceived that the pyellow blossoms
were all dabbled with erimson. On the
path, teo, and among the heather were
dark stains of clotted blood.

“Bad’” said Holmes. “Bad! Stand
clear, Watwson! ' Not an unnecessary
fooitstep! What do 1 read here? He

!
!

hundred yards .jost the tracks as we

must have emerged. Holmes sat down |

order to leave unfamiliar tracks. A |
criminal who was eapable of such a |

business with. We will |
peond & & it o | ground round the scene of the tragedy.

| What do we find? A few cattle tracks,

i

| yards. Another eyclist conld have had |
| nothing to do with the actual murder,
| nor were there any human footmarks.”

| gkull:in a fall?”

“But we have 8 long way still to go. |
Kindly walk clear of the path. Now let |

| behind us. No further help from tracks

fell wounded—he stood up—he remount- |
ed—he proceeded. But there is no |
‘other track. Cattie on this side path. |

SHELBY SPRINGS, ALA.

Under New Management.

A delightful resort mmune from : s |
fever, offers 1o refugees elegant ac- ;“‘ '“t lﬂ"“l{; Bot gored by a bull? |
commodations and board at $25 per S opossiblel ut 1 see no traces °f‘l

any one eise. We must push on, Wat- |
,son. Surely, with staius as well as the

'track to guide, he cannot escape us |
now." ‘
| Our search was not a very long one. |
The tracks of the tire began to curve

fantastically upon the wet and shining |
path. Suddenly, as 1 looked ahead,
the gieam of metal caught my eye from |
amid the thick gorse busbes. Out of |
them we dragged a bicycie, Palmer |
tired, one pedal bent and the whole

month, 37.50 week. Everrthing

€ rst-cluss

per

»

bered with blood. On the other side
of the bushes a shoe was projecting.
We ronnd and ghere lpy the un-
Lortunate rider. He was 2 g@all man

bl |

upon which had crush-
part of his skuil. That he could

on receiving such an
much for the vitality and
He wore shoes,

| Holmes turned the body over rever-
:ently and examined it with great at-
| tention. He then sat in deep thought
for a time, and I could see by his ruf-
| fled brow that this grim discovery had
| not, in his opinion, advanced us much
| in our inguiry.
“It 1s a little difficuit to know what
to do, Watson,” said he at last,

th Spectacies, Olie giass gy & ue ,
W S CATARRH
his death was a frightful
the

l‘My £
Iown inclinations are to push this in- |
qguiry on, for we have already lost so |

{ much time that we cannot afford to |

| waste another hour. On the otber hand,

|

| are bourd to inform the police of |
s R 2y 1 body thinks morcof 5. 5. S. than I df’
: M. MATSON.

the discovery and to see that this poor
| fellow's body is looked after.”

| *“I could take a note back.”

| “But I need your company and as-
sistance. Wait a bit!
low cutting peat up yonder. Bring bim
over here, and he will guide the po-
lice.”

1 brought the peasant gcross, and
Holmes dispatched the frightened man
with a note to Dr. Huxtable.

“Now, Watson,” said he, “we have
picked up two clews this morning. One
|1s the bicycle with the Palmer tire,

and we see what that has led to. The |

'

other is the bicycle with the patched
| Dunlop. Before we start to investi-
‘ gate that let us try to realize what we
| do know, so as to make the most of it

and to separate the essential from the

accidental ™
“First of all, I wish to Impress upon
you that the boy certainly left of his
own free will. He got down from his
swindow, and he went off either alone
or with some one. That is sure.”

I assented.

“Well, now, let us turn to this un-
fortunate German master. The boy
| was fully dressed when he fled. There-

fore he foresaw what he would do.

| Locala
There is a fel- |

| turns.
| to treat it through theblood. 8. 8. S. soor

|
|

|
|

i

A UNIVERSAL DISEASE

Catarrh usually begins with a cold in
the head, but does not stop there, The
mucous membranes ail become inflamed
and secrete a ﬁlth{, unhealthy matter
| which is absorbed by the blood and dis-
tributed to all parts of the body. The
patient is them comtinually hawking
and spitting, the nose is stopped up, |
the ears have a ringing or buzzing noise, |
| the throat becomes sore, and as the un- |
| healthy matter more thoroughly satu- |

rates tge blood a general feeling of des. |
' pondency takes possession of the system. |

I had Catarrh for about fifteen years
| and no man could have been worse.

tried everything I could hear of, but no

good res then began §. S. 8.,
and could soo a little improvement from ’
the first bottle, and 2iter taking it a
| short whils :u cn::s;.u'rthxds was six

ars an am OUAYy as an’
Tan. T think i:uurrh is a blood dis.
easa,.and knowthers is nothin%on earth
better for thes blood than 8. S. 8. No-

Lapeer, Mich.

lications cannot cure Catarrh,
' because they do not reach the seat of the
 trouble, They allay the inflammation
and temporarily relicve the disease, but
as soon as they are leit off the trouble re-
The only way to cure Catarrh is

clears the blood of all Catarrhal matter an
?urges it of all irritating poisons, checks
urther progress of the trouble and com
pletely cures the diseass. S. S. S. keep |
thebloodin per |
fectorderso tha!
it can eliminat
from the syster |
all waste matte |
% that will pre

PURELY VEGETABLE. duce Catarn.
Nothing equal
this great vegetable remedy in the cure
of this discase. Write for our book and (

| any medical advice you wish We make |

But the German went withont his
'socks. He ecertainly acfted on very |

| short notice.”

“U'ndoubtedly.”

| “Why did he go? Because from his
| bedroom window he saw the flight of
the boy; because he wished to over-
take him and bdbring him back. He

seized his bicyele, pursued the lad and |

in pursuing him met his death.”

“So it would seem.”

“Now I come to the critical part of
! my argument.
a man in pursuing a little boy wounild
be to run after him. He would know
that he counld overtake him. But the
, German does not do so. He turns to
' his bieyele. I am told that he was an
| excellent cyclist. He would not de
this if he did not see that the boy had |
some swift means of escape.”

“The other bicyele.”

“Let us continue our reconstruction.
He meets his death five miles from the
gchool-not by a bullet, mark you,
which even a lad might conceivably
discharge, but by a savage hlow dealt
by a vigorous arm. The lad, then, had
a companion in his flight. And the |
flight was a swift one, since it took five
miles before an expert eyclist could
overtake them. Yet we survey the

nothing more. I took a wide sweep
round, and there Is no path within fifty

“Holmes,” 1 cried, “this is impossi- |
ble™

“Admirable!” he said. “A most {i-
luminating remark. It is impossible as
I state it, and therefore I must in

| some respect have stated it wrong,

| emough™ cried Holmes exultantly. “My | Yet you saw for yourself.

reasoning seems to have been pretty |

Can you
suggest any fallacy ¥
“He could not have fractured his

“In a morass, Watson?

“I am at my wits’ end.”

“Tut, tnt! We Lhave solved some
worse problems, At least we have
plenty of material, if we can only use
it. Come, then, and, having exhausted
the Palwer, let us see what the Dun-
lop with the patched cover has to offer |
us.”

We picked up the track and followed

| it onward for some distance, but soon
| the moor rose into & long, heather tuft-

ed curve, and we left the water course

couid be hoped for. At the spot where
we saw the last of the Dunlop tire it
might equally have led to HoMernesse
Hall, the stately towers of which rose
some miles to our left, or to a low gray
viliage which lay in front of us and

| marked the position of the Chesterfield

highroad.
As we approached the forbidding and
squalid inn with the si of a game- |

| cock above the door Hdimes gave a

sudden groan and clutched me by the
shoulder to save himself from falllng.
He had had ene of those violent strains
of the ankle which leave a man heip-
less. With dificulty he llmped up to

| the door, where a squat, dark elderly

man was smoking a black clay pipe.

“How are you, Mr. Reuben Hayes?"
said Holmes,

“Who are you, and how do you get
my name so pat?” the countryman an-
swered, with a suspicious flash of a
pair of cunning eyes.

“Well, it’s printed on the board above
your head. It's easy to see & man who |
is master of his ewn house, 1 suppose
you haven't such a thing as a carriage |
in your stables?” !

“No, 1 have not.” i

“I can hardly put my foot to the |
ground.”

“Don't put it to the ground.” ;

“But I can't walk.” 1

“Well, then, hop."” £ 3

Mr. Reuben Hayes' manwer was far |

4

admirable good humor,
“Look bere, my man,” said be. “This
is really rather an awkward fix for me. |

I dgu't mind how I get on.”

The natural action of \start.”

twas suddenl™genlal,

lone. I'll let you have two horses as far
| as the hall.”

| talk about it when we've had some-
{ thing to eat.”

jstone flagged kitchen it was astonish-
:ing how rapidly that sprained ankle!
| recovered.

| over our

| I've got it!"” he cried,

no charge for either.
THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO,, Atianta, Ga.!

|
|

“Nelther Go1,” sald the morose land- |
lord. |
“The matter is very Iimportant. 1
wouid offer you a sovereign for the use
of a bicycle.” l
The landlord pricked up his ears. ;

“Where do you want to go?"

“To Holdernesse Hall.”

“Pals of the dook, I suppose?” said
the landlord, surveying our mud stained )
garments with ironical eyes.

Holmes laughed good naturedly.

“He'll be giad to see us anyhow.”

“Why ?”

“Because we bring him news of his
lost son.”

The landlord gave a

very visible

“What, you're on his track?
“He hrs been heard of in Liverpool

| They expect to get him every hour.”

Again a swift change passed over the
heavy, unshaven face. His manner

“I've less reason to wish the dook |

| well than inost men,” said he, “for I |
| was his head coachman once, and eruel |
 bad he treated me.
' sacked me without a character on the |
!
|

It was him that

word of a lying corn chandler. But
I'm glad to hear that the young Tord |
was heard of in Liverpool, and I'll help ‘
you take the news to the hall.”

“Thank you,” said Holmes,
have some food first. Then you can |
bring round the hicycle.”

“T haven’t got a bicycle.”

Holmes held up a sovereign.

“I tell you, man, that I haven't got

“We'll |

“Well, well,” said Holmes, *“we'll

When we were left alone in the

It was nearly nightfall, |
and we had eaten nothing since early
morning, so that we sveut some time ,
meal. Holmes was Jlost in |
thought, and once or twice he waiked

{over to the window and stared earnest- |
({ly out,
{ courtyard.
| smithy, where a grimy lad was at

It opened on to a squalidi‘
In the far cormner was a |
|

work. On the other side were the sta- |
bles. Holmes had sat down again
after one of these excursions, when he |
suddenly sprang out of his chair with |
a lond exclamation. !

“By heaven, Watson, I believe that |
“Yes, yes, it
must be so! Watson, do you remem-
ber seeing any cow tracks today?”’

“Yes, several.,”

“Where?”

“Nell, everywhere, They were at |
the morass and again near where poor
Heidegger met his death.”

“Exactly. Well, now, Watson, how

| many cows did you see on the moor?”

“l don't remember seeing any.”
“Strange, Watson, that we should
see tracks all along our line, but never

| a cow on the whole moor. Very strange,

Watson, eh?”
“Yes, it is strange.”

“Now, Watson, make an effort.

Throw your mind back. Can you see

| this fashion —: : :
times like this"—: .
! oecasionally like this"—, « [ » | » |

| those tracks upon the path?”

“Yes, I can.”

“Can you recall that the tracks were
something like that, Watson"—he ar-
ranged a number of breaderumbs in
:— “and some-
.—"“and

. .
" s st e .

| hind us.

| face

| expecting some one,
| there were steps in the road, a second
| figure ‘was
| against the light, the door shut and all
Five minutes |

call the private guests.

meet him there?

the wall,

shoes, but new nails. This csase de-
serves to be a classic. Let us go across
to the smithy.”

Theé lad continued his work without
regarding us. I saw Holmes' eye dart-
ing to right and left among the litter of
iron and wood which was scattered
about the fioor. Suddenly, however, we
heard a step beliind us, and there was
the landlord, his heavy eyebrows drawn
down over his savage eyes, his swarthy
features convulsed with passion. He
peld a short, metal headed stick in his
hand, and he advanced in so mensacing
g fashion that 1 was right glad to feel
the revolver in my pockét.

“You infernal spies!” the man cried.
“What are you doing there?”

“Why, Mr. Reuben Hayes,” sald
Holmes coolly, “one might think that
you were afraid of our finding some-
thing out.”

The man mastered himself with a
violent effort, and his grim

more menzcing than his frown.

“You're welcome to all you can find |
“But look :
here, mister, I don't care for folk pok- |

out in my smithy,” said he.

ing about my place without my leave,
so the sooner you pay your score and
get out of this the better I shall be
pleased.”

“All right, Mr. Hayes; no harm |
meant,” sald Holmes. “We have been
having a look at your horses, but I

think I'll walk, after all. It's not far, 1
believe.”

“Not more than two miles to the hall
gates.
He watched us with sullen eyes untll
we had left his premises,

We did not go very far along the
road, for Holmes stopped the instant
that the curve hid us from the land-
lord's view.

“We were warm, as the children say, |

at that inn,” said he. *I seem to grow
colder every step that 1 take away
from it. No, no; I can't possibly leave

14 2
L QN

“I am convinced,” sald I, “that this
Reuben Hayes knows all about it. A

more self evident villain I never saw.” |

“Oh, he lmpressed you in that way,
did he? There are the horses, there is
the smithy. Yes, it Is an interesting
place, this Fighting Cock. I think we
shall have another look at it In an un-
obtrusive way.”

A long, sloning hillside dotted with
gray limestone bowlders stretched be-

and were making our way up the hill
when, looking in the direection of Hol-

| dernesse Hall, T saw a cyclist coming
| swiftly along.

“Get down, Watson,” cried Holmes,

| with & heavy hand upon my shoulder. |

We had hardly sunk from view when
the man flew past us on the road.
Amid a rolling cloud of dust I caught
a glimpse of a pale, agitated face—a
with horror in every

Iy in front. It was like some strange
cariéature of the dapper James Wilder

| whom we had seen the night before,

“The duke’'s secretary!” eried Holmes
“Come, Watson; let us see what he
does.”

We scrambled from rock to rock un-
til in a few mcments we had made our

| way to a point from which we could

see the front doour of the inn, Wilder's

| bieyele was leaning against the wall

beside it. No one was moving abeut
the house, nor could we catch a glimpse
of any faces at the windows. Slowly
the twilight crept down as the sun
sank behind the high towers of Holder-
nesse Hall. Then In the gloom we saw
the two side lamps of a trap light up
in the stable yard of the inn and short-
Iy afterward heard the rattle of hoofs
as it wheejed out Into the road and tore
off at a furious pace in the direction of
Chesterfield,

“What do you make of that, Wat-

{ son?’ Holmes whispered,

“It looks like a flight.”

“A single man in a dogeart, so far
as I could see, Well, it certainly was
not Mr, James Wilder, for there he is

| at the door.”

A red square of light had sprung out
of the darkness,

his head advanced,
the night,

peering out iato
Then
instant

visible for an

wag Dbluck once more,
later a lamp was lit in a room upon

| the first floor.

“It seems to be a curious class of
custom that is done by the Fighting
Cock,” said Holmes.

. “The bar is on the other side.”

“Quite so, These are what one may
Now, what in
the world is Mr. James Wilder doing
in that den at this hour of night, and
who Is the companion who comes to

mouth |
loogened into a false langh, which was |

“That's the road to the left.” |

We had turned off the road |

lineament, |
the month open, the eyes staring wild- |

In the middle of it |
| was the black figure of the secretary,

It was evident that he was |
at last |

Come, Watson, we
must really take a risk and try to in- |

vestigate this a little more closely.” | Capital

and vigorous as he had been when he
started in the morning. “All goes well,
my friend,” sald bhe. I promise that
before tomorrow evening we shall have
reached the solution of the mystery.”
At 11 ¢’clock next morning my friend
and I were walking up the famous yew
| avenue of Holdernesse Hall
{ ushered through the magnificent Eliza-
| bethan doorway and into his grace’s
| study. There we found Mr, James Wil-
der, demure and courtly, but with some
' trace of that wild terror of tlie.night

before still lurking in his furtive eyes |

{ and in his twitching features,
| “You have come to see his grace? I

|am sorry, but the fact is that the duke

|1s far from well. He has been very

| much upset by the tragic news. We re- |
| celved a telegram from Dr. Huxtable !

yesterday afterncon, which told us of
| your discovery.”
“1 must see the duke, Mr. Wilder.”
“But he is in his room.”
{ *“Then I must go to his room.”
“1 believe he is in his bed.”
“I will see him thers.”
Holmes' cold and inexorable manner
| showed the secretary that It was use-
| less to argue with him.
| “Very good, Mr. Holmes. I will tell
| kim that you arve here.”
After an hour’'s delay the great noble-
| ‘man appeared. His face was more ca-
| daverots than ever, his shoulders had
romnded, and he séemed to me to be an
| aliogedner older man than he had been
o e A

¢ ,’/ ;’/"‘;;.—{’:’"_.;'}

|
|
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“You infernal spies!” the man eried.

!the morning before. He greeted us

| with a stately courtesy and seaied him- |

| self at his desk, his red beard stream-
ing down on the table.

“Well, Mr. Holmes " sald he.

But my friend’s eyes were fixed upon
the secretary, who stood by his mas
ter's chair.

“l think, your grace, that I counld
speak more freely in Mr. Wilder's ab-
sence.”

_The ¢ turued 8 shade paler and
cast a callgnant glance at Holmes,
“If your grace wishes” —

“Yes, yes; you had better go. Now,
Mr. Holmes, what have you to say?’

My friend waited until the door had
closed behind the retreating seécretary.

“The fact is, your grace,” said he,
“that my colleague, Dr. Watsen, and
myself had an assurance from Dr.
Huxtable that a reward bad been of-
fered in this case. 1 should like to
have this confirmed from your own
lips.”

“Certainly, Mr. Holmes.”™
, “It amounted, If 1 am eorreetly In-
| formed, to £5,000 to any qne who wiil
| tell you where your son is?”’

“Exactly.”
| “And
who will name the person or persons
who keep him in custody?”

“Exactly.”

no doubt not only those who may have
| taken him away, but also those who

conspire to keep Lhim in his present pe-
| sition?”

another thousand to the man |

“Yes, yes,” cried the duke impatient- |

later still he entersd my room as alert |

We were |

Never shall I forget the duke's ap-
pearance as he sprang up and clawed
with his hands, like one who is sinking
Into an abyss. Then, with an extrsor
dinary effort of aristoeratic seif com-
| mand, he sat down and sank his face
in his hands, It was some minutes De-
fore he spoke.

“How much do you know " he asked
at last without raising his head.
| “I saw you together last night.”

“Does any one else beside your friend
know?”

“l have spoken to no one™

The duke took a pen in his quivering
| fingers and opened his check beok.

“1 shall Le as good as my word, Me
Holmes, I am about to write your
| check, howerver unwelcome the Infor-
mation which you have gained may be
to me. When the offer was first made
I little thought the turn which events
might take. But you and your friend
are men of discretion, Mr. Holmes?"

“I hardly understamd your grace.”

“l must put it plaini®, Mr. Holmes,
If oniy you two know of this incident
| there is no reason why it should go

any further. I think £12,000 is the sum

that I owe you, is it not 7™
| But Holmes smiled and shcok his
i head.

“I fear, your grace, that matters can
hardly be arranged so easily. There 13
the det i of this schoolmaster to be ac-
counted for.™

“But James kpnew pothing of that.

| You cannot held him responsible for
| that. It was the work of this brutal
ruflian whom he had the misfortune to

employ.”
|  “I must take the view, vour grace,
| that when a man embarks upon 8
crime he is morally guilty of any other
| erimue which may spring from it™
“Morally, Mr. Holmes; no doubt you
are right; but surely not In the eves of
the law. A man eannot be condemned
for a murder at which he was net
present and which he loathes and ab-
hors as much as you do. The instant
that he heard of it he made a complets
confession to me, 2o filled was he with
| horror and remorse, He lost not an
hour in breaking entirely with the musr-

derer. Oh, Mr. Holmes, you must save
him—you must save him! I tell vyom
that you must save him!™ The duke
| had dropped the last attempt at self
command and was pacing the room
| with a convulsed face and with his

¢linched hands waving In the air, At

: | Inst he mastered himself and saf down

once more at his desk. “I aporeciate
your conduct in coming here before vou
spoke to any one else.” sald he. “At
least we may take counsel how far we

| can minimlize this hideous scandal”™

| “Exactly»”

said Holmes. “1 think,

| your grace, that this can only be done

by absolnte fran!'ness between us. 1
am disposed to heln your grace to the

|
}
| Best of my ability, but in order to do
|

so I must understand to the last detail
how the matter stands. 1 realize that
your words applied to Mr. James Wik
der and that he is not the murderer”
“No, the murderer has escaped.”
Sherlock Holmes smiled demurely.
“Your grace can hardly have heard

.ot any small reputation which I pos-

1

!

|
i
!
|
!

| ousy have reduced us.

sess or you would not imagine that it Is
80 easy to escape me. Mr. Reuben
Hayes was arrested at Chesterfleld on
my information at 11 o'eclock last night.
I had a telegram from the head of the
loeal police before T left the school this
morning.”

The duke leaned back in his chalp
and stared with amazement at my
friend.

“You seem to have powers that are
hardly human,” said bhe. “So Reuben
Hayes Is tanken? I am right glad te
sear it If it wlil nct react upon the fate
uf James.”

“Your secretary 7™

“No, sir; my son.”

It was Holmes’ turn to look aston-
ished. .

“I confess that this is entirely new teo
me, your grace. | must beg you to be
more explicit.”

“1 will conceal nothing from you. 1§
agree with you that complete frank-
ness, however painful It may be to ma,
is the best policy In this desperate situ-
ation to which James' folly and Jealk
When I was a

| very young man, Mr. Holmes, I loved

“Under the latter heading is included '

ly. “If you do your work well, Mr. |

Sherlock Holmes, yom will have no rea-
son to complain of niggardly treat-

{ ment.”

My friead rubbed his thin hands to-
gether with an appearance of avidity,
which was a surprise to me, who knew
his frugal tastes.

“lI faney that I see your grace’s
check book upon the table,” said he. “I
ghould be giad if yon would make me
out a check for £8,000. It would be as
well pérhaps for you to eross It. The
and Counties bank, Oxford

Together we stole down to the road | gtreet branch, are my agents.”
end erept across to the door of fthe| RHig gruce sat very stern and nprlght‘

inn.

patched Dunlop tire. Up above us
was the lighted window.

The bicycle still leaned a2gainst| i» his chair and looked stonily at my
Holmes struck a mateh and | frieng.
beld it to the back wheel, and I beard

l
{
|
!

|
|

|
!

!

|

“Is this a joke, Mr. Holmes? It lsi

him chuckle as the light fell upon a | hardiy a subject for pleasantry.”

“Not at all, your grace. I was never !

more earnest in my life.”

“Can you remember that?”
¥No, I cannot.”
“But I can. I could swear to It

| However, we will go back at our leis-
! mre and verify it. What a blind beetle

1 baye been not to draw my conelu-

! ﬂon "™

“And what is your conelusion?”

“Only that it is a remarkable cow
which walks, canters and gallops. By
George, Watson, it was no brain of a
couniry publican that tigught out such |
a blind as that. The coast seems to be
clear save for that lad in the smithy.
Let us slip out and see what we ean |
8&-"

front of it borribly smeared and slob- | from gracious, but Holmes took it with | There were two rough haired, un-

kempt horses in the tumbledown sta-
ble. Holmes raised the hind leg of one

of them and lau aloud. ’
“Old sk ; a!%;(mly shod, oid

| that weary trudge across the moor, nor

“I must bave a peep through tbnt., “What do you mean, themn?”
Watson, If you bend your back and| «] mean that I have earned the re- |
support yourself upon the wall I think | ward, I know where your son is, and :
that 1 can manage.” I ¥know some at least of those who are |

An instant later his feet were omn | holding him.”
my shoulders, but he was bardly uwp| The duke’s beard bad turned more |
before be was down again. | aggressively red than ever against his |

“Come, my friend,” sald he, “our | ghastly white face. '
day's work bas been quite long enough. | “Where s he?" he gasped.
I thigk that we have gathered all that| “He {s, or was last night, at the |
we can. It's a-long walk to the school, | Fighting Cock imn, sbout two miles |
and the sooner we get started the bet- | from your park gate
ter.” | The duke feH baek in his chalr,

He hardly opened his lips during| “And whom do you sccuse?”
Sheriock Holmes' answer was an as- |

would he enter the school when he[ tounding ome,
reached it, but went on to Mackleton | ward and touched the duke upon the
station., whence he could send some | shoulder.

telegrams, Late at night I heard him| “I zecuse you,” said he, |
consolling Dr. Huxiable, prostrated by |your grace, I'll trouble you for that|
tke tragedy of his master's death, and'check.” ’ - ‘

He stepped swiftly for-

“And pow, | === =

with such a love as comes only once in
a lifetime, 1 offered the lady marriage,
but she refused it on the grounds that
such a matelh might mar my carser.
Had she lived I would certainly never
have married any one else. She dled
and left this one child, whom for hes
sake I have cherished and cared for. §
could not acknowledge tie paternity te
the worid, but I gave him the best of
educations, and since he came to man-
hood I have kept him near my person.
He surmised my secret and has pres
sumed ever gince upon the claim which
he has upon me and upon Lis power of
provoking a seandal which would be
abhorrent to me. FHis presence had
something to do with the unhappy Is
sae of my marriage. Above all, be
hated my young legitimate hLeir from
the first with a persistent hatred,

“You may well ask me why, undep
these circumstances, I still kept James
under my roof. 1 answer that it was
because I conld see his mother's fhee
in his and that for her dear sake thewre
was no end to my long suffering. AN
her pretty ways, too—there was nof
one of them which he could not sug
gest and bring back to my memory. §
could not send him away. But [ feared
so much lest he should do Arthups
that is, Lord Saltire—a mischief that
1 dispatched him for safety to DR
Huzxtable’s school,

“James came into contact with this
fellow Hayes because the man was a8
tenant of mine and James acted a8
agent. The fellow was a raseal from
the beginning, but in some extraordl
nary way James became intimate with
him, He bhad always a taste for low
company. When UJames determined
kidnap Lord Saltire it was of this
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Low rates at Southern Hotel or
rooms and board.
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